o 4

_ bve has been removed from the troubles
" nud rinls of o backward and discourag-

iy Joba Bullivan bad been slected o,

S lawyers in & case are like o pairof

euve dootors is that they expect their
pafisats to furnish the faith sad cure
themasl ves.

SrRaxER REED is not a great smoker, '
bt in the seclusion of his home smokes
a pipe ot intervals, He hates the odor
of acigarette and detesta chewing,

A BenLix paper says the Kuiser is tak- |
(ng fencing lessons, If the geatleman
desires & post-graduate courss he should |
visit Indiana and learn how to put ups

stake-and-rider.

Me OCnrmrorner Ricm Mawser TaL-
80T, in point of service the oldest mem-
ber of Encland's Parliament, is deud
He was a Liberal, and served contiour
ously for sixty years. |

Tuk most self-sacrificing martyrdom
chat a boy endures is when he appren-
Lioes himself to learn to chew tobacco,
and the hardest thing for o girl to do is
to sy **00” to her first suitor,

Knrre, the maker of big guns, has

irded & fund of =125,000 for the ben-
s 0f those of his workmen who wish
to horrow money at low rates for the
purpose of bulding homes for them-
sulves,

The ost d'sheiriened Cronin pris-

one issail tobe O Sullivan, He ought
to connl it as something of a gain that

ing ice season.

THE Barl of Euston thinks himself
wronged by the publication of an arti-
cle concerning himself in the North
London  Press. The “nobleman"” evi-
dently never lind an American news
paper get nfter him,

The will of Mrs. Hannah Faxton ot
Conpecticat, cut lier nephaw William
off with o shilling *'because he was in
the habit of culling out ‘rats’ and ‘chest-
mote'"” Hud the old lady lived to the
McGinty period Wiliiam wouldn't have
come in for one red cent.

A Michigan man took the the track of
& wild turkey at 8 o'clock in the morn-
img and followed it for nineteen miles
before the bird took to his wings to es-
cape from such a disagreeable pursuit.
The man's wife was cutting wood the
day he followed the turkey.

A xew manuscript of the New Testa-
ment whioh, it is thought, dates back
to the Fourth century, hus been discov-
ered. It isin the possession of the Pa-
teiarch of Constantinople, through
whom the Didache was given to the
public a few years ago.

~ It is sunounced that Joba Claflin, 8,
V. White and Tiiomas D, Sherman have
offered to build, ns a memorial to Hen-
vy Ward Beacher, a lurge uod handsome
add.tion to Plymouth church, Brook-
Iyn. Theoffer has not yet been for
mally submitted to the church.

Ix declding that the athletes of Har-
ward must not engoge io any conlests
outeldeof New Eungland, the college
wnthovitles evidently intended to de-
ovetas the Bamber of huge drunks that

usun ow an inter-collegiate foot-
badi - ia Philadelphia and New
Y

.

The man who first made Baratoga a
summer resort hit it. The four Michi-
gan men who picked out a summer re-
rt for the public, bought 130 acres of
L bullt & 20,000 hotel and spent
$8,000 more on 1mprovements, have sold
the whels outilt ror less thun $5,000 for
& county house. They missed it.

t year thers would be no!
as now over the house rules.
mbloman from Boston would

pemark: *“The marquis of
erry rules are good enough for
W" here, and don't you for-

 siatement Lhat Do one would
‘:* =y

g is the name of & new
by abuse of the latest
. antipyrine. In &
just before Christmas
the university of Paris,

who Is ons of the most
el authorities in Paris,

There was no resisting this appeal,
though I secretly thought that there
had been much more of defiance than
defence in Mrs. Gerrard’s tone. |
brushed back the soft gray hair from
uncle Archie's wrinkled forehead, and
kissed him affectionately as I said—

*0O! course everything Is strange
and uncomfortable sé present, uncle
Archie; but we shall settle down and
be the best friends possible presently,
if only because we ull love you,"

He smiled very faintly and sadly, I
thought, and patted my hand.

“You are a dear girl, Irens,” he be-
gan; but I interrupted him gaily.

+0f course; but I am a very curious
one, 100; 80 please give me news in-
stead of compliments. Is my aunt
very handsome?”

I thought her beauty would be the

| safest subject to dilate upon; for she
| had the air of & beauty, even though

her [ooe was veiled; but the subject
waa scarcely such a success ns [ had
expected. Uncle Archie looked more
puzzied than pleased, and there was
no sign of the triumph of a bridegroom
in his tong as he answered, after a
moment's hesitation—

1 think she is, my dear—her fea-
tures and complexion are excellent;
but, besuty is 50 much o matter of
opinion, perhups 1 had better let you
judge Estelle for yoursell,"

1 could not help glancing at mother
with & feellng of horror snd dismay;
and I read all my own trouble reflected
in her kind and gentle face. Already
uncle Archie's marringe, {rom a point
of view with which our own interests
had nothing to do, was seeming to us
both s grave mistake, and pven more
than o mistake—a mystery, [ the
husband of three or four weeks' stand-
ing hed not even a good word for the
beauty ol his bride, what had been the
fuscinating spell that caused Wim 1o
change the purpose of a llfetime and
run all risks of ridlculs by poalng os a
rackless lover at his age?

It was o painfully puzzling queation,
and one which time alone could
answer. I was glad 10 hear mother
take up the conversation where I had
dropped It; for sheer bewllderment
was making me blunder stupidly at
every word I spoke.

v sEstelle!'™ she repeated softly.
«What a pretty namel—all we know
of her yet, by-the-way. Is Mra. Gep-
rard s foreigner, Archie? There is
something French, I think, in her
grace and her accent, or rather her
intonation, is thers not?"

Uncle Archis pushed baclk the hair
from his forehend, and looked at us
both with a bewildered stare,

vSomething French? Yes, of
coursg-—she is of French decent," lLie
sald, in o half-dazed way. *Irene—
Gertrude, lurel‘)' I told you who she is
and how [—'

*You told us nothing. Y¥ou need
tell us nothing, Archie; I did not
mean to cross-examine you,”

Mother spoke with a certain amount
of spirit and decision, really and fully
meaning what she eaid; for she was
shocked at the ides of seeming to pry
into matters that her brother-in-law
had a right to keep secret il he chose.

¢] know—I know—and I remember
aow,” uncle Archie sald impatiently;
vbut you must hear the story some
time, end as well now ss any other.
Gertrude, you have heard Walter
gpeak of Violet Maxwellp"

Mother nodded assent, and [ looked
at my uncle's face wonderingly, half
divining, with the quick instinot of
sympathy, what was to come.

+Well—" He hesitated, toyed ner-
vously with a paper-cutter on the ta-
ble before him, and I saw & dark red
{lush, the rare expression of emotion
In an old man, steal over his face and
mount to the roots of his gray hair,
«Entells is, or was, Violet Estelle Eg-
erlon—Violst Maxwell's child."

A flood of light snd comprehenslon
seemed to pour In upon us with the
utterance of those broken disconnected
words, All that had puzzled and be-
wlldered us was olear now—uncle Ar-
chie had been true to his one ideal, to
the fatal love that had blighted his
early e, and seemed llkely to bring
but little comflort to hls later days.
Mother's face flushed with enthusiasm;
once let her feelings be touched, and
my dear old mother was as enthusi-
astio g & girl. Bhe looked up at un-
cle Archin, saylng cagerly—

_ “Dear Archle, I understand. You
have renewed Whe romance of your

youth,"

But he interrupted hor with s
slonste eager protest and a look of
keenset

paln.

+:Not that—not that!" he said, with
bated breath. I cannot make it all
now. You must think me a vain
deluded old fool!"

ssArchie?”
«Yes; what elsa oan you—oan the
orld think meP But that does not
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tinted skin, great hazel eyes, and bair
that was peither red nor yellow, but &
subtle combination of the two. And

perfect as was her beauty, (here

was an expression on her [nce that re-

pelled rather than atlracted me—a
look of hardness and insolence in the

dark eyes that made me think nothing

could ubash that scornful glanee; and

I was sure that I detected craft snd

cruelty in the curved scarlet lips and

thin dilated nostrils, As I looked at

the beautiful woman standing so easily

and gracefully among us, I felt a

despairing consciousness that, let me

try as I might—and for uncle Archie's

suke, I would try zealously to iogra-

| tinte mysell with the new lady of the

Hull—Estelle Gerrard and I would

never be real friends.

+Well,” she suid, drawing her chair
up beside poor mother, who looked
the picture of conscious misery and
guilt at her approach, *'sa Archip has
been entertaining you with the story
of our courlship and marriage, Mps,
Walter, Very stupid of him by-the-
way, for he docs not shinc as & racon-
teur, and had much better leavo such
tusks to me. What has he told you?"

Mother looked s.eadily at the bril-
liant mocking face, and said, with a
sudden outburst of resantment—

«For one thing, your mother's
name,"

I thought that, in the clroumstances,
such nn answer should have crushed
herp but Estelle was nol of my opinion.
She leaned back In her chair, arrang-
ed a brond gold bangle more to her)
satlsfuction on her white arm, and
answered, with aivy yncgneern—

vOf course 1hat is the prime fact
which poor Apchis relies on to explain
his apostasy from the perpotusl celi-
bata creed—to which, he tells me, you
and your dsughter and all Ludlelgh
believed him vowed. By-the-way"—
turning suddenly to me—‘you have
uceeptod his excuse und forglven him,
I hope?"

I looked avound for uncle Archie;
but he was gone—he must have slip-
ped nway noislessly almost directly
his wile appeared. She noticed thatl
had turped 1o logk forhim, and laggh-
ad again as musically snd s unplpas-
untly as balora,

“You must gnswer me—your unole
has vanished, Ivena. Acoept that as
s warning, my dear. All that any one
has to suy to him now musy be said
through ma,"

It wasdifficuls tolisten to that spgech,
even though it was spoken in a hall-
jesting tone; but, for uncle Archie's
sake, hoping aguinst hope to keep the
peace with my provoking new rela-
tive, I kept my temper, and anawered,
almost civilly and quite sincevely, that
my uncle and I understood each other
guita well, and I had nothing fo for-
glve

Blie eyed me curlously for a mo-
ment, then said—

“You are a queer girl, Irene Ger-
rard, not without spirit, I am sure:
and yet, though I have done my very
best to provoke you, you will not
show fight. Well, since we cannol
muke & quarrel, suppose we agree 1o
be friends?™

She bent forward, offering her
smooth, velvely tinted cheek, upon
which I wae forced to bestow & kias:
but my lips were cold and stiff, and I
felt that we were in no way drawn to-
gether by thut conventional caress

Estelle however seemed quitp sat-
isfied, and went on pleasantly—

*Now I can tell you my story more
enslly, You eee one must tell it in
such different fashion to a keen critic
and sympathetic friend. Please do not
look so0 shocked, Mrs. Walter! The
facts cannot vary of course; but
whereas their dry bones are enough
in the one case—in the other—well,
in the other, one may let a litfle feel-
Ing be seen.”

“Do you really think it necessary
to toll us more than we know already,
Mrs. GerrardP" interrupted mother;
and I knew the stiff protest was sin-
cere. Curlous as she was, she shrank
from hearlug the story of Archibald
Gerrad's woolng told by those scorn-
fully smillng lips; but Estelle would
have her way.

*Quite necessary, if not for your
satisfaction, then for that, of Ludleigh
at large. Of course the gossips are
on the qui wvive to know all about me,
and will metaphorically tear you und
Irens to pleces il you are not pre-
pared to gratify thele curlosity to-
morrow. You cannot deny that."

Mother could not; so she simply
shook her head and allowed her sie-
ter-in-luw to proceed.

+“T'ell them that my mother made &
grent mistake when she jllted Archi-
bald Gerrard for ¥rank Egerion's
sake—a mistake she repented within
8 week of her marrisge and to the
last doy of her life. My father was
& spendthrift, a gambler, and a bad
cruel husband; he made her missrable
for filleen yeurs, and then deserted
her und her lastliving child—deserted
her on her death-bed."”

Bhe was evidently excl’ed by her
own story; her fiashed, but her
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guining
my employer—Madame
Ledru—and, more thao that, an intro-
duction to a very great family, in
which I remained lor seven years as
governess to one girl.
“We those seven years in
" married there; and
then the great family needed my ser-
vices no move. They did not turn me
adrift in rracious fashion; they
Muﬂd“:.“lfnmama]y. and inti-
mated, in the kindest manver, that I
was now free to return to my home,
home! I had no home, Irene; and,
always extravagant In my
had no savings 1o fall back
Ml 1 found other occupation.
, I was too proud to say a
this to my employers. 1
thanked them for their presents and
good wishes, and went at once, with a
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in. But fate changed my plans. I
went to Paris instead, fell in a poor
lodging there, spent all my money,
and was reduceq -to almost absplute
deapair, when 15w your uncle's name
one day in a visitor's liat.

“Then I suddbnly remembered my
moathor's letter, , Why should I not in
thig strait appeal to the ong man who
might help meP [ went home, took
the little puoket—which I had kept
moré from suporstitious reverence
than from any thought that 1 should
ever use it—{rom the old pocket-book
in which for ten long years it had lain
undisturbed, and, giving mysell no
time to refloct upon or reconslder my
delermination, sent it to the hotel at
which, as the newspaper told me,
Archibald Gerrard was staying.”

+And he cama to you at once!" [ in-
terposed excitedly. «Dear, generous
uncle Archie would find such an ap-
peal from your mother's daughter
ubgolytply irresistible.”

*tHp came withip an hoyr; within &
waelk he had askad me to mapry him;
and I-—in the circumstances, what
should I say but ‘Yes'?" naked Mrs,
Gerrard, fixing her eyes deliberately
upon mine. ‘Now, you know the
whole story of your uncle's marriuge,
Irene, and may tell it at every tea-
table in Ludleigh i you chooss.”

The defiance that had momentarily
vanished from her eyes and volce camg
back in full force now. ] wondered
more thap ever why she had so frankly
told her somewhat curlous story 1o
people whom she seemed go litile
anxlous to copciliate,

7O HE CONTINUED,

A Cup of Tea.

1t seems u almple thing enough, yet
of the millions who uge this refresh-
ing and =agrecablo beverage a very
small proportion understand how to
prepare it. But il not properly made
tea is depriveéif & pgreat deal of ite
value, and sofaetimes rendered abso-
lutely Injuriofis. The water to be
used should boll, and it should be
poured on the lea immedlately 1t bplls;
it allowed to over-boil the peculiap
property of boillng water whioh aots
upon tea evaporales and eventually
disappears, 'l'ea should not be & de-
coction, but an infusion. It allowed
1o stew It becomes a little belter than
a decoction of tannic acid. Tea that
is overdrawn is hurtful to the nerves
and to the digestion. As to the pre-
cise number of minutes that should be
devoted to the process of drawing,
some people will say five minutes,
some seven, some will go as [ar asten,
but our experience i in favor of six;
this suffices to bring out the flavor,
quality and strength. Just as much
tea a8 |8 wanted should be made—no
mare, Make fresh ten ps olten as i
is required, The replenishing of the
tea pot with fresh hot water Is very
objectionable, As the thorough hent-
ing of the receptacle is of the tirst {m-
portance, the tea pot should be made
thoroughly hot before the tea is put
into it. The earthenware teapot {s
preferred to all others by many con-
noisseurs, and it Ig#parﬂuoua 1o say
that whatever utens® is used for this
purpose should be immaculately clean, |

Tea 18 an extremely delicate article.
Its susceptibility to the oders of com-
modities near It s & source of danger
and deterioration, as it readlly tukes
up tho smell of coffes, cocos, sploes,
cheess, bacon, or other articles of
pronounced odor. The complaints
sometimes made about tea would prob-
ably not arise il always kept In places |
Iree from such contagion, Tea should
be stored in a warm dry place, un-
necespary exposure to the alr should
be avoldsd. Even when seccurel
packed In the leaded chests in which
it arrives in England, the chang. (rom
the glowing heat of eastern skies to
the damp esnd humid atmopsphare of
this climate deprives tea of much of
its beautiful fragrance. Ten of much
better quality than is generally dis.
pensed at our railway statlons and re- |
freshment rooms can be bought ut 2a.
per pound. A pound of ten would
make 128 cups. This ls conaiderably
less than a fartbing per cup. You
may well sk why is it that we should
bestill charged 4d. and 0d. *for a lit
tle hot milk and water slightly
fiavored with undesirable tennin,"—
London Telegraph.

Old Hutch as Old Black Joe. |

A man on the board said toa Chl-
cago Tribune reporter the other day:
vl suppose you have heard of old
Hutoh's fondnese for plays and all
kinds of ammusements, His favorite
song Is ‘Old Black Joe.' Not long
ago, after business hours, he went |
over lo the bank to see Charlle about
someihing or other. Charlle wasn't

in sod eat down. The junitor |
was in the back of the room |

up and to sing *Old
Binck 5-.. ' Hutah

| hins Leey building up o lurgo fortune,
| bid on the money murket was felt in ull the

TALMACE IN LONDON.
The Great Brookiym Pastar Presches in
ths World's Matropolic

“The Philippian Eartbquake” is the Bub- |

joct of a Most Elogusat Discsurse—“Be-
Lisve oa tho Lord and Thou Shaltbe Baved ™

Rev. T. De Witt Talmage proached in the
city of London last Sunday to a4 very large
and wiost appreciative congrezation, taking
for his text Acts xvi, 41: * Beliove on the
Lord Jesus Christ, mod thou shall be
saved.” Hesaid:

Juils are dack, duil, damp, loathsoms
places even now; Lut they were worse in
the spostolic times. 1 imagina, w-duy, we
arostanding in the Philippian dunzeon
D)o you not hear the groan of thosa ine r-
cerated ones who for len years bave not
pecn e sunlight, sod the deep sigh of
womee who remen ber thair fatbher's house,
und mourn over their wastod estates! Lis-
ten uguin. Itis the cough of a consump-
tive, or the struggle of ome in ®
nightmare of a great horror. You hsten
sgain, and bear a culprit, hia chains rut-
tling us he rolls over in his dreams, and
you say: “Gold pity the prisonce” Bul
there is avother sound in that prison. 1t 1s
o song of joy sl gladness.  What a place
to sing in! The music comes winding
through the corvidors of the prison, wnd in
all the durk wards the whisper is beand:
“What's that! What's  that!” It Is
the song of Puul and Silas, They can-
mot aleep. They have been whipped,
vory badly whipped. The long gushes
on thelr backs are bleoding yet. They o
flat on the cold ground, their feet fust in
wooden sockets;, und of eourse they caunot
sleep. Bulthoy can sing. Jailor, what are
you dolag with these peoplol Why have
they bean put in here! O, thoy have been
trying to make the world botter. 1s that
alll Thatisall. A pitfor Joscph, Alion's
cave for Dapiel. A bluzing furnace for
Shadrach, Clobs  for  Joho  Viesley.
Aun  suuthema for Philip Molancthon.
A dungeon for Paul apd Silus, But
while woe are atunding in the gloom ol
the Philipplan dungeon, and wo uear the
mingling volces of sob, aund groan, sud
blisphemy, and bsllolujuh, suddenly oo
carthquake! The iron Lars of the prison
twist, the plllars crack off, the solid mason-
ry begins w beaye and rock till ull the
doors swing open und the wails full with n
terrific erash, The juller, feeling bimsoll
responsible for these prisoncrs, and fecl-
Ing sul¢ide to be lLonorable—sinee Brutus
killed himself und Cato killed himsc!l wod
Cussius Itilled himsell—puts his sword to
his own heart, proposing with one
strong, keen thrust to put an end to
his  excitement und agitation, But
Paul cries out: “Stop! stopl Da thysell
po harm. We are all here,” Then 1 see
thp jailer running through the dust sud
umid the ruin of that prison, and I see him
throwing himsall down i the feet of these
priscners, crylng out: * what shall I do!
W haot shall I dot" Did Paul auswor: “Got
out of this place before there is unother
earthquake; put handeuifs and hopples on
these other prisonary, lost Lthoy get away "
No word of thut kimil. Compact, thrilling,
treméndous answer; answer moemarable all
through earth and heaven: “elleve un
the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt ba
saved.'

Well, we have all rend of the earthquake
In T.asbon, In Lima, in Aleppo and in Carng-
cas; but we live in & latitude where iu all
our memory theve has not been one soygra
voleanie disturbance, And yet wa huve
socn fifty earthquakes, Here is a man who
His

cities. He thinks be has wot beyond all
annoying rivairies In trado, and ho suys to
himself: *Now [ wn free and spfe from all
posaible perturbation." Lut a nutional pan.
ic atrilea the foundations of the commerviul
world, and crash! goes all that magniticent
business estoollshment, He s g wan who
has bullt up & very beautiful home. His
doughtors bave just come home from the

Inary with dipl s of graduntion, His
sons have sturted in lifo, honesl, tomporito
and pure. When the evening lights
ore  struck thera I8 n bappy apd
an unbroken fomily clrcle  Hub thors
his been un acoldent down ub ths beach,
The young mon venturod oo far oul
in the surf, Tho tolegraph hurled the
terror up to the city, Anearthquake struel
under the foundutions of that benutiful
home. The piano closed; the curtatns drop-
ped; the laughter hushed, Crash! go all
thoso domostie hopes, und prospects, and
expectations. So, my frionds, wo have
all felt the shaking down of some groat
trouble, and there was 4 time when
wa were 68 much exciled as this man
of the text, aud we cricd out as he
did: “What shall I do! What shall 1 do”
The same reply that tha npostle mude to
him is approprinte to us: “l3elieve on the
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shult Lo
saved." There wry some documents of so
littlo importance that you do nob cure Lo
put any more than your lust name under
thew, or even your initlals; but there are
some documents of 8o great importance that
you write out your full name. So the
Saviour In some purts of the Bible is
called “Lord," und in other purts of the
Bivle be |s called “Jesus," and In other
parts of tha Bible by is called “Cliris;"
but that there might be no mistake wbouy
this passugo, all thres names come ln to-
rethor--*'the Lord Jesus Uhrlst” Now,
who is this Being that you wunt me to
trust in und belleve In! Men somotimes
come 10 me with credentisls and ceptifl.
cates of good character; but I cannot trust
them, There i wsome dishonesty in
their looks that mukes mo know I shall
be cheated if I confide in them. You eun-
not put your heart’s confidenco ina man
ontdl you kuow what stuff he ls made of,
and am [ unreqsonable this moruing, when
1 stop to usk you who this Is that vou want,
me to trust inl No mun would think of
venturing his ife on & vessol golng

out to ses, that bhad never been
inapecred, No, you must  have
the  certifioate hung amidships,

telling how muny tons it curries, and how
long ago [t was built, and wuo bullt it, und

y all about It And you cavnot expect me to

risk the cargo of my immortul inteyests on
bourd any "Z{m till you tell me what it [s
made of, and where it was made, snd what
it s, When, then, I usk you who this 1s
you wast me to trast In, you tell me he was
0 very attriactive porson, You tell me
that tho contemporary writers descrihe
him, and they give the colorof his eyos, and
the color of his hair, and they deseribe 1iis
whole appearance as belng resplendont,
Christ did not tell the children to como to
him, “Suffer little ohildron to coine unto
me,'" was not spoken to the children; it was
spoken to the Phariseess, The ohildron hud
come without any invitation. No soonsr
dld Josus  appest  thuam  the  liille
ones pitched from their mothers Brms,
nn avalanche of bosuty and love, fnto

| his lap. “Suffer littlo chlldren to come

unto me” That wus addressed to the
Phurisees; not the children. Ohrist dld
not ask John to put Lis head down on his
bonom; John could not help but put his
Lead there. Such oyes, such cheeits, such
6 chin, such halt, such physionl eondition
ond mppearanco—why, It must have bLeon
complotely ocaptivating and winsome, 1
look &t him wus just to love
him, O! how attractive his munney
Why, when they sww Christ coming
slong the streer, thoy ran {nto tholp
hounes, and thoy w od up thole invalids
o quiok as thoy could, nnd Lrought them
out thut ho might look ut thom. O! there
was somothing so pleasant, so luviting, so
chooriug In ovarything he did, w his vory
look. \When these slnk onos wore broughit
outdid he say: "T'ake uway those nuron}
do not trouble me with those loproslos |
No, no; there wua u kind look, thora wua o

tle word, thore wus o heullog louch,

cotld mot koep away from him.
]
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| bome? If he must dis, let him
smid all kindly
world must besr Lhe
| heads of Lue spikes. The world w
| to the death rattlo of the
world must feel his warm
| un eackh cheel, whila it
face of his saguish
must balifted, sad the
top of Calvary, It must
deep, and then the cros
ground, and the sufferer
it, and tho nails are
nerve, und muscle, and
right hand, through
then they shake
tosoe il it in fust, and
loft to o0 if it isf
heave up the wood, half »
under tho weight, and they
the cross to the mouth of
Lhey plunge it in, all the weight
coming down for the first
spikes; gnd while som» beld
right, olhers throw in the dirt
itdown, and trumple it hard.
troo wo.l und thoroughly, for
fruit such a8 no other iree
Why did Christ eadure It?
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He could

cloan cut bave tumbled them into perdi.
tion. Hut no, ho was o dia.  He must die
His life for my life His lifo for your life.
In one of the Europsan cities a young man
died on the scaffold for the crime of mur
der, Bome time alter, the mother of this
young mun wus dying, and the prieat came
in, and she modoe confession to the priest
thit she was the murdarer, and not
ber sou; in & moment of anger she
bud struck ber husbasd a biow that
slow him. The son came suddealy
into the room, and was washing away the
wounds and Urying Woresuncitate his father,
when somo one looked through the window
and saw him, and supposed him ta be the
criminal, That young man died for his
own mother, You say; “(t was wondar-
ful that he neyer ex har.” Hut I woll
you of agrander thing, Christ, the Son of
God, died not for his mother, not for his
father, byt for his sworn enemies, O, such
o UChipist us thut—so loving, so sacrificing—
can you not trust him!

1 think there wre many under the spleit of
God who ure saying: “I will trust him If
you will tell mo how;" and the great ques.
tion assked by thousands In this assem.
bluge is;: “How! how!" And while I an-
swor your qugtion | logl up and utter the
prayer whion Rowland Hill so often
uttered in the midst of his sermons:
“Master, helpl® How are you to trust
n Chyist! Just as you trust soy oma.
You trust your partner in business with
lnportiat things. If & commercial
louse give you A nols payablo thpea
months hence, you expact the paymant of
that note at the end of thy @ montha. You
have perfect canfidence in thole word and
in thele gbility, You go hom to-day. You
ax el thare will ba fool on the table. You
Liuve confidence in thut. Now, I nsk you to
have the sume contidence in the Lord Jeaus
Christ, He suys: “You bellavo; 1 take
uway your sins;" and they are ull taken
uway. “What" you say, “'before 1 pray
auy moral Hefore 1 read my Bible
any moral Hefore I cry over my
slns  uny more!” Yes, this mo-
ment. Belleve with all your hoswt
unid you wre saved. Why, Christ I8
ouly waiting to get [rom you what you give
to svores of paople evary day, What Is thut!
Confidonce. - If those people whom yoa
trust duy by day are morea worthy than
Chrlat, i vhoy are more faithful thwam
Chvist, IF thoy have dons more than Christ
evor did, then give them the preferencs;
but if you roally think that Christ is as
trustworthy as thay are, then deal with
him a8 fairly, “Oh" suys some gno Inu
light  wuy, I balleve that Christ was
born In BHoetblehem, and I believe toat
he died on the cross, Do you believe it
with your head or your-heart ! I will {llus.
trato tlio differcnce. You are in your awn
house. In the mornlng you Opysn & news-
paper, and you read how Capt, Heavaheart
on the sea riskked his life for the salvation
of lhis passengers, You say: “What a
grand fellow he must have been! His fam.
ly deserves very well of the country,”
You foll the enewspuper and sit down al
tho toble, and porbaps do not think of the
Invident ugain, That is historical faith,
But now you aro on the wes, and
It is night, and you are asleep, and
apa  awakenal by  the shrick  of
“IPlrel”  You rush out on the deck. You
hear, omid the wringiug of the hinds and
the fainting, the cries: “No hope! we are
lost!" The sail puts ont its wings of five,
the ropes malke a burning ladder in the
night he.vens, the spirit of the wrack hiss
o4 In the wuves, and on the hurrloane deck
shukes out its bunner of amoks and dark-
neas. “Down with the 1ifo boats | cries
the eaptuin, “Down with the 1lfe hoata!"
Pegple rush into them. Tha boats wre
about full, Room ouly for one more man.
You avo stunding on the deck beslde
the captsin. Who shall . be! You
or tho captuin! The captuin says: “You"
You jump and are sived. He stands there,
and dies. Now, you belisve that Cape
Braveheart sacrificed himsell for his pas-
sengors; but you bellove it with love, with
tears, with hot and long continued ex-
clamations, with grief at his loss and with
loy at your deliverance, That ls saving
faith. In other words, what you bellave
with all the heart, and.imllm In regard o
yourself. On this his hinge turns my s
mmlr, aye, tho salvation of your immortal
soul,

You often go across a brldge you know
nothlng abouk  You do not know who
bullt tho bridge, you do not know what
material it fs mado of; but you come to #t,
and wall ovor It, und ask no questions
And here Is an arched bridge blasted from
the *Rock of Ages," and bullt by the ar
chitect of the whole universe, sponning the
durk gnif between sln ana righteousnege,
ond wll God naks you Is to walk ncrosd®it;
ond you start, wnd you como to It
und you stop, snd you gom lttle
on and you stop, and you fall
and you exporiment.  You say:
I know that bridge will hold mot" |natead
of morching on with fiem step, nalging no
quastions, buy feellng that the sirength of
the etornal God in under you, O, waa thare
ever a prize offored so cheap as pardon and
heaven are offered 10 you! For how much!
A milllon dollars] It is certalnly worth
more than thut. But cheuper than thut
you cun havo it Ten thousand dallars)
Loss than thet, Five thousund dollare)
Loss thon that One dollar! Less
than thut. Ono farthing! Less thaa
that, “*Withoul monoy und without prlos,"
Nln money 10 pay. No journey to take
No penunco to suffer. Only juss one de-
clalve notion of the soul: “Helleve on the
Lord Josus Obrist, and thou shult be
saved." Ehall Liry t tell you what it s
to bo saved! I cannot tell you, No maw,
no angel can toll you  But I oan hins at it
I"or my text Lrings me up to this bt
‘“I'hou shalt bo saved.” 1t means &
1ife hore, und & peaceful desth snd & bilss
ful elernity, It is & grand ting 10 go 0
nloap st night, sad to get up In Ltho worn.
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Lt the tortare ualess Christ
be with wa I confess W you ua
infinite foar, s comsumisg horror, of
doath unioes Christ shall be with me, [
would rather ge down inlo s cave of wild
beasts or & jungie of reptiles thaa inlo the
grave, uniess Christ goes with me. Wil
y0ou toll me shat | am to be carried out from
my bright bome, and put away in Uhe dark-
ness! [ camnot bear darkoess At the
first coming of theevening I must have the
gas lit, and the further on In Life I get, the
more [ lketo have my fricnds around
sbout me.  And am [ to be put off for thou-
sands of yoarn in & dark plics,
with o one h-l‘pﬂ tol whea the
holidays come, the gifts are dis
tributed, shall I add no oy w the
“Meery Christmas" or the “Happy New
Year!™ Ah, donot polat down to the hole
in the ground, the grave, and call it & beauy-
Sral Ml uminaion, | Swatder back Soon. Ik
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over the earth, snd through the heuveas:
“0 death, [ will bothy plagua. O gruve, |
will be thy destruction.

of Christ. You know wien Jesus was up-
on oarth how happy he made every house
he went into, and when he briogs us up to
his house how great onr glee. His voloe
has more music in It than is to be heard in
all the oratorios of eternity, Tulk not
ubout banks dashed with efflorescence,
Jesus is the chler bicom of heaven. We
shull sce the very face tuat beamed
sympathy in
tho very hand that dropped its blood from
the short baam of the cross. O, I want ta,
stand in eternity with bim. Towsard thay
harbor I steer, Towurd that goal [ ryn L
shill be satisfied when I swake in his like.
ness.  Ob, broken hearted men qud women,
how sweet it will be in thatgood land to
pour sll your hardshipa, and boreaves
ments, and lossea lnbo the loving cer of
Christ, and then have him explain why W%
was Liegt for you w ba siok, and why it was
best for you to be widowsd, sgd why It
was best for you to be parssouted, and why
it was best for you to be triad, and have him
point to un elevation proportionats to yeur
disquietude here, suyiog: “You suffered
with me on earth, come up now and ke gla-
rified with we in heaven,"

BSome one went iuto a houss where there
had been a good deal of trouble und said to

the woman there: “You seem to be lonaly."

“Yea," sho sald, “I am lonely.” “How
many in the familyi" “Only mysslf.”

“Have you had auy childreni” *1 had
sevon  children,” “Where are they!'

“Gona,  “All gonn!" “AILM VAl
doad!” “AILY Theu she breathed .
loog sigh Into the loneliness, and
said: 0. sir, [ havo been » gool mother
to the grave.” And sothero aro hearts here
thut are utterly broken down by the be-

roavements of lifa, 1 point you to.day to
the eternal balm of beaven. Are there any

bere that Jam missing this mornlngt O,

you poor walting mald! your Leart’s sor-

row poured In mo human ear, lonely
snd sad! how glad yau will bo when

Christ shull dlsband all your sorrows
and crown you quesn unto Gud and the

Lamb forgver! O, aged men und women,

fed by bis love and warmed by his gewoe

for threo score yeara and ton! will mok
your decrepitude change for the leap ot a
heart when you coma to look face to face

upon him whom, buving not sean, you love!
O, that will the Good Shepherd,
oot out Im the night and watching

ta keop off the wolves, but with
\ho lamba reclining on the sun lit bilk
That will be the Cuptain of our Salvorlon,
not amid the roar, and crash, and beom of
battle, but amid his disbanded troopa keap.
ing victorious festivity. That will be tha
Bridegroom of the Church coming from
afar, the bride leaning on his arm while ba
looks down into her face and says: “Be-

hold, thou axt fair, 1
ek e air, my love! Behold, thou

A STORY OF DOM PEDRO.

How He Saw the Philadelphla Ex-
hibltlon,

A story Is told of the ex-Emperoe
which well lllustrates his churscter.
When, with the Empress, he visited,
the Centennial Exhibition in Philndal-
phia und attempted to examine tha ex-
hibits, he was wedeed in immovubly:
by u guplng, excited, but good-natured
mob, He bore this in patience for twa
duys. Ou the third duy he resolved
upou a bold change.

I shall see nothing," he said to hia
secretury; ‘[ must be Incognito. Pro-
cure me somo disguise,”

The nextday a stout farmer, with a
coat not of the newest, his wife on his
arm ln a rather shabty merino gown,
shouldered his way through the gates
und spent the day in & olose study of
the educationul systems of different.
countries. They thus quietly and un-
noticed oconunued their observutiona
One Ry

ne ey met a group of twent
Bruzillan civil mxlsl.:earg. al.udem{
from o great polytechnic school. The
young men stopped, hesitated in
umazement, and then, with loud cheers

way | and wild excitement, suluted the larm-

er and his wite, bowing to the un
ing thelr n:nd{ i
“It is the Emperor," oneof them ex-
Eldned. with teurs in his eyoes, to a
“He is more than our
king; he ia the father of the people!
Outof his own scunty purse he sup-
ports me and nine other urphun boys
at our school. In every country he
has his orphun boys in oolleges and
universities that they may bring knowl-
edge of all arta and sciences Lo Brazil
He has just mude a tour of Europa,
and he comes here to tind new Invene
Monsand idens that muy be uselul to

hinrhp.o le."
0 gathered olosel
Dom Pedro, while he asked .{uﬁ'ﬁ
his heulth and success. He knew each
Tored. Ny Ao, Wkl ed e
om with &
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Count Tolslol has writton & new novel
Which depicts & family tragedy—ihe mur-

Ing, nnd to do busi ull der of & woman by her h
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